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to Every Woman who 



Y/i klLil: 



of ex tra charge 



iTiTnll 



-OR LOOK LIKE ONE! 



^^rs«»»iJL"!«i!!l» 




"" j F ust'what T ' S Was I being a fool? 1 had rescued a stranger in the 
night and here I was.- aflame under his kisses! 




Kude and cruel though ! knew it to 

be, I had to get away from Jim, had 

to be alone? 




DIARY tOVCS 

.jjhe next instant my father seemed to have recovered from 
whatever had upset him ...and the incident was forgotten! 




DIARY LOVES 




^IT'S TRUE, FAY? l'D^ 

f RATHER HAVE DIED J | 

1 THAN HAVE YOU J 

I FIND ME HERE! JM 


^^^ 


■T FATHER? ) 1 
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^nW by 
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[volcano had erupted and all was chaos but 

ow the pieces were coming down, settling into 
a pattern f 



..IT NEVER C 

IN MATT RAr 
RAUDINGS HERE WITH THE FACT 
THAT YOU MAKE A 
CATING ANTIQUES? 






fa/me-! 



Dear diory, he's big and Utter practice that evening, Stan dropped 
blond.and wonderful! by with Dad for some coffee! 




DIARY LOVES 

^here was a note in 
Toppy's voice I didn't like! 




[don't know if I can live without 
Stan, but after what he's done to Dad 





l/ear diary... 
1 At last the 
I season is 
i over! Tonight, 
at the 

athletic dinner, 
, they'll probably 
| announce the 

bad news! At 
[ least I'll f 
\ be leaving 
j YarnalU 

and Stan 
Hastings! 



Can Play Today's fj^t^SS^^ 




It's the ZITHER that's got 
•rybody in a dither— with 



...USIC CHARTS 
MATCH 

THE STRINGS 

YOU PLUCK 
TO PLAY POPULAR 
SONGS ON SIGHT! 








ZITHER will place y-o-u FIRST 




in POPULARITY in yowl 




crowd. This instrument is a 


\ 


beauty; of lustred mahogany- 


finish hardwood; 2 full oc- 




taves. 1 5 strings, perfect tone,- 




sturdy, well made; sited to 




set an your lap— light enough 


• 




beach, canoe, campfire. pic* 




nic or house-party. 






• 


Just think! You can own TH 




3rd MAN Jr. ZITHER with it 


• 


15 silvery honey-tonea 








strings; 10 Ploy-on-Sight Sys 








Key oil for a mere $5.98! 





HOP TO (I AMO SIT VOUBS f-AS-TI Mail 

in coupon with $5.98 In poifo! 

or check. IVs'lf snip pronto, charges propeld*. 

HUMBOLO CO., Oept. 65 

111 8AST S3rd ST.. NEW TORK 10. N 
» • •_•'• • • • • 



suddenly! 




I discovered with a 
shock during the next 
few days that my 
nameless fear had 
been well-founded! 
Suddenly, Don no bngei 
came to see me at the 
hospital — and my 
pride would not let 
me go to him! I knew 
that plans for a big 
raid were under way 
and that Don was 
working day and night 
...but I knew too that 
Chia-Son was at his 
side... and my tor- 
tured heart was close 
to breaking! One day... 





Jjuf OS I fumed blindly away, 
some warning note deep within me 
made me pause and remember 
Chia's words! I hurried inside! 



DON, I OVERHEARD CHIA-SAN'S Y 
"CONTRIBUTION" TO OUR MILITARY *«l 
STRATEGY! YOU'RE NOT GOING TO 
IT SERIOUSLY, I HOPE! 



NO! HOW CAN YOU 





1 was 


f^THERE.THAT DOCS ^ 
V IT! NOW HE'LL BE < 




seething 


f ALL RIGHT! OH-H-H, . 










frustra- 


^ A MOMENT! ^J 




tion which 


o . 




made me 






sick at 






heart as I 






; sa 


adjusted 










the oxygen 






" 


: Bp1 


tent over 










the poor 


l&Sir^lf' VJ 






little boy! 


Iw^sSi-- VAaS" 


^^■g 


g 




Mrmm 





uuddenly 
through 
my sobs, 
a sixth 
sense told 




(Suddenly 1 
faced the 

! incredibly 
ugty truth! 

Yes, someone 

had tried to 
kill the boy! 




DIARY LOVES 

I few hours later my brooding came 

1 abrupt end? Slim was bock with 

good t 





C-ven as I fumed 
and stormed I was 

of the 
strange interest 
with which Mayor 
Farnel looked at 
me— -and thencs 
always 
knows these things 
I knew that I could 
wrap him around 
my little finger 
if I wanted to! 




^The mayor was gone before I could 
object! Something had gone haywire 
and I meant to do plenty about it! 
The next moment I knew my luck 
'^entirely runout 




DIARY LOVES 

Caution stopped my tongue! The 
thing to do was use 

not antagonize him* 




^here was 
plenty of time 

before my 
appointment 

with the 




C0MM1SSI0N- 




Mayor Farnel 
would have 

for his friends 
oil right, but it 

wouldn't be 
wonderful! I would 

see to that! 

At Dolan's 
Silver Dollar 
the license 



The commissioner was too far gone to 
have much of an idea of where he was 
going__-and at the back of the mayor's 
resid ence I found that I had an oily! 



^y heart leaped with j 
how easy it was going to be! 1 
the cook my plan! 



There was just enough con- 
sciousness left in the commisston- 
er to enable him to talk... 




Vu 



ictory was 

.but took- 

ing at Mayor 

Arthur Farnert 

face I felt a 

pang! I had 

hurt him deeply 

and now I felt no 

further 

rancor! 





Is the only romance 
magazine thai is based 

on IBS&IL 3»®WH 

Thrill to the story of JANIE LAWTON who stepped into 
the middle of the jurojle warfare in Indo-China to claim 
the man she lovedU 




TOT MAHCH ISSVt 90SS ON SALE NOVEMSm 247//. 



Order your copy NOW! 




THISTETE'A-TBTE 
DRESS AND CAPE 
WHICH VNSNAPS 
AND REVEALS A 
STRAPLESS 0RE9S 
FOR EVENING 
WEAR IS APROPOS 
FOR THAT SPECIAL 
PERSON/ 



FOR MISS OR MRS. 
"OPEN SHELL" IS A 
DREAM FOR AFTER 
WORK OR AFTER SCHOOL 
LOUNGING.' 



Svery month Kenee,noted stylist and designer Jrinys you the latest in 
fashion wear. Send your questions on clothes problems to KeneeXComic 
JHayazfnes,347 Madison Avenue flew ]Jork City. 



STOLEN SECRETS 



TACK CRANFORD sauntered aimlessly into the 
park. It was a lovely day but somehow point- 
less. Lovely days were meant to be shared but he 
didn't know anybody. He hadn't been in town 
long enough. Oh, there had been plenty of girls 
with whom he could have struck up an ac- 
quaintance but none that had seemed worth- 
while. Well, he thought ruefully, it's the price of 
being so choosey. You wind up walking in the, 
park alone on lovely days. 



that Jack saw. the 
bench beyond the clump of bushes that stuck 
out way over the cement walk. And on the bench 

small hat perched atop a mass of cascading blonde 
hair that glinted in the sunlight. Automatically 
he slowed his step. "Now there," he thought, 
"there is a girl. But what's the use? I'm not the 
brash kind who can go through the artificial rou- 
tine of making a pickup. Better keep walking 
and forget about her." 

Still, his eyes remained glued to the lovely 
blonde head. He was closer now and could see 
the blue eyes, staring out dreamily at nothing 
in particular. "Waiting for a boy friend no 
doubt," Jack thought. A girl like that wouldn't 
just be sitting in the park for no good reason, 

Abruptly, rudely, his thoughts were broken 
off. In a flash a man had darted out from be- 
hind the clump of bushes, a slender, hatchet 
faced man with a snarling mouth, and before 
the girl could leap to her feet he had snatched 
the leather handbag that dangled from her wrist. 
Just as she let loose a half choked cry from her 
trembling . lips the thief disappeared back into 
the clump of bushes. 

The next moment Jack Cranford was dashing 
past the girl, vaguely aware of the panic and 
terror on her face. He was unexplainably angry. 
Angrier than he would have been if something 
had been stolen from him. Like a streak he tore 
through the bushes, listening for sounds of the 
thief running ahead of hsmi At last he caught 
the telltale noises, the crunch of broken twigs 
and dry leaves and then the sound of running 
feet on a footpath. A minute later Jack sighted 
the thief, called on all his strength for a sudden 
burst of speed and brought the fugitive down 
with a flying tackle that almost brought a smile 
iT^hts lips. He hadn't tried one of those since his 
cJlege days, didn't know he could still do it. 



Grimly, the 



itled. Jack 



heavier, stronger, and he quickly got the upper 
hand. With an elbow in the thief's Adam's apple 
' he held him down and with the other hand he 
reached for the handbag that lay on the ground. 
For some reason or other the handbag seemed 
the most important thing in the world. His fin- 
gers closed on it and almost simultaneously he 
felt the heave of the body under him and wai 
catapulted off. Then the thief was up and run- 
ning and before Jack could get to his feet the- 

Jack clutched the bag. One part of his mind 
told him he ought to chase the purse snatcher, 
the other told him it didn't matter. He had the 
handbag and what mattered was to return it to 
the girl with the blonde hair and the dreamy, 
blue eyes. Hurriedly Jack retraced his steps to 
the bench. The girl was gone. 

Bewildered and let down, Jack looked hope- 
lessly up and down the cement walk! She could 
have gone in search of a policeman. No, she'd 
be back with one by now if she had. Limply, he 
sank to the bench and looked down at the hand- 
bag in his hand. He had to get it back to her. 
Maybe there was a name, an address somewhere 
inside. With reluctant fingers he opened it. 

Change purse, mirror,! lipstick, keys and 
der these a small, leather bound book, ma 
MY DIARY. "This might have it," he thought, 
"her name, her address." His face burned a little 
as he opened it. It was, a guilty sensation he. 
couldn't help feeling. A diary. How could a man 
make a more flagrant invasion of a woman's, 
privacy, how could he find his way deeper into 
the secret places of her heart? 

The name and address were on the flyleaf. Jane 
Hampton, 42 Walnut St. That was it. He had 
what he wanted. The decent thing to do now 
was close the book, find Jane Hampton and re- 
turn it to her. But a devil was loose in him. He 
couldn't close it. He had to know more about 
the lovely creature who ten minutes before had 
been sitting on this same bench. 

Dear Diary, he read. I dreamed about him 
again last night and woke up feeling so foolish. 
There he was, that dream man of mine, tall, 
slender and dark eyed. And, oh, so very much 
in love with me. Talk about wishful thinking. 
I'm as lonely as ever. I've been in this town for 
a month now and still don't know anybody. As 
for men, there isn't even one half as attractive 
that I'm likely to meet in the course of my hum- 



ked 



drum working day. Ah, Diary, it is nice to dream 
though. Who knows? Maybe someday he'll ap j 
pear suddenly out of nowhere. And maybe I'll 
be lucky enough to be the girl he has been 
dreaming about. But I'm being silly. It's all too 
much to hope for. Good night, dear Diary. 

Jack Cranford's face burned more than be- 
fore and his heart beat with strange thumps. Was 
this shame, he wondered? Was this guilt because 
he now knew more about the lovely blonde .girl 
than he could ever have hoped to know after 
months of close friendship. Or was it something 
more? And suddenly he had the answer. It was 
something more, much more. It was love. 



Jack -sprang to h: 
the park. Swiftly he 
Walnut Street and a 
eagerly. 



feet and hui 
walked in the 
he walked his 



of 



othing casual, he 
i he had felt 
the girl. He had seen her before i 



lized, about 
at first sight of 

the words in the 



incident. Fate had spun too complicated, too fine 
a web for this to have no final significance. 

His band trembled slightly as he pressed the 
doorbell at Forty-two Walnut Street. The buzzer 
opened the door and he went up to the apartment 
door. His tongue seemed to cleave to the roof 
of his mouth as he saw Jane Hampton standing 
in the doorway. 



Jack looked at the pattern i 






She looked squarely i 
"My diary," she said 



"Did you read : 



: help it, Jane," h. 
thinking that he 



She seemed i 
"Oh, how co 



j shrink back i 
ild you?" Her i 



"I should be sorry I read it," he said. "But 
I'm not. Here, look at this! You aren't the only 
one who keeps diaries. I was using this note- 
book for one up until two weeks ago." 

With a puzzled look in her eyes, Jane Hamp- 
ton took the tiny notebook and opened it. Over 
her shoulder Jack could read the minute scrawl 
"in which he wrote. 

"What's the use," the page read. "I'll never 
meet a girl like this blonde, blue-eyed angel I've 
been running into every night in my dreams. I 
ought to quit thinking about somebody like that 
and settle for one who really exists." 

Jane looked up at him. There was a soft look 



and thei 



she 



got it back," Jack said lamely and handed 



"Sure," Jack satd, trying 
und easy and relaxed. "A 
e likely to write in diaries - 



lake his voice 
rts of people 
i they're alone 



»id of what she < 



"He was just a cheap crook," Jack 
"There wasn't much fight in him. But what 
pened to you? I couldnV find you when 
back to the bench." 

She hung her head, ashamed. 



"I was 


terrified,' 


she said, ' 


I reported th« 


robbery to 




an and thel 


went straigh 


home. I w 


-s afraid t 


go back to 


the scene." 



Suddenly, she looked 
flaming pink. 



;o dinner," he said, "a 
hat makes people wr 
understand ourselv 



them. It would help 

And more important, it would hel 

stand each other." 

She was getting up. 

"I think I'd like that," she said 
would be fun, I'll just powder my i 
my hat on." 



5iie ; 



uled 



room and in Jack's heart there was a serenity, 
^a happiness he had never known before. And 
this was only the beginning, he thought with 
what amounted to an almost unbearable joy. 




uaybe ifs gone W you setcha! Jj Suddenly the moon came 

BY NOW BUT I V I WOULDN'T ^ ^ frorT , y behind „ o|oud and 

lit up the trail-- 




washed the 

dirt and clots 

of blood 

from fhe 

handsome 

stranger's 

face I could 

moke out the 

i, handsome 

features... 

and my heart 

seemed 

to skip a 

beat! 




J. was vaguely aware of Dad's frown as I looked into 
Buck's handsome eyes and chattered away 



11£ 



here was something 
thrilling about having 

Buck in the shack 

cooking for him... 

LfVE BEEN SO GOOD 1 




I walked with Buck to 1he shack 1 
Suddenly he siaggered..- 



It wrung my heart to 




The next moment I felt 

his lips on mine and I 

melted into his arms. 




T»ot fury overwhelmed me 



\ I was awakened before dawn next morning by 
' \ the sounds of a terrible struggle in the other r 




I he pale 

dawn was 

coming 
through the 
windows as 
if my world 
had not been 

shattered! 
I looked at 
Buck first 
with disbelief, 
then with 
resentment 
and rising 
hatred-.- 



THEN DAD WAS RIGHT' ^ 




HE DIDN'T TRUST YOU 


f GETTING 


FOR GOOD REASON! OHH 


\ BRIGHTER 


...YOU VILE CREATURE? 


1 ALL THE 


YOU WERE SHAMMING 


' TIME, 


WHEN YOU PLAYED _- , S 


TESSr BUT 


STERDAY' ■ 








_SIA» ON 10 SIEAl.^1 


[ KISSES' 



llothing seemed to matter 
1 flung myself at Buck Dodsonl 
The gun could go off if only 1 
could reach hit sneering face.. 



Suddenly a pistol cracked 
and a voice came from the 
open doorwoj.^^^^ 








A moment 
loter he v 

leading 

Buck 

out of 

♦he .shack... I 





BUD, coulo /eer a 
wrist watch me sine 
EASY WAV Yoo cor 

THAT AIR Rl FIE 



VOU sunt CAM SIS , AISOOOUS 
BICYCLES AND MANY OTHER 
THINGS. JUST MAIL COUPON 

to start , i//ce ' o/o 



AW SIS MAILS 
IN THE COUPON 
AT THE BOTTOM 
Of MIS PACE 



V*, BUD-WILSON SIMTVmtlE 
CLOYMINE BEANO SALVE AND 
EYEHYTUlNC . I OH>n"t HAVE 
TO SEND A PENNY. NOW I'll (ET 
MV WmSTW ATCH 



THANKS, SIS ,THISIi A WOHDERfUL 
ART PICTURE THAT YOU'RE 

cry WO ME WITH 
ftlJS fINE SAiYS , 





VALUABLE /^ 
PREMIUMS V*? 
BOYS * GIRLS 



MEN LADIES 




GENUINE .22 CAL. RIFLES, 1000 Shot Daisy Air Bides (witH 
* "* of shot). Cameras. Footballs, Telescopes, complete Fishing 
Kits, Movie Machines (sent postage paid). Simply Civs 
s with White CLOVE RINE " 



BDYS!-G.n 

PREMIUMS 



26c a box (with picture) a 
asked under Premium shown in catalog sent with 



beautiful pictures v 
used for chaps an<f 
neighbors, relative 

amount asked und 

your order postage paid by us to start. Mail coupon below. 

DOLLS, FULLY DRESSED. Over IS' In height, Wrisl 

Watches, Pocket Watches, Blankets. Alarm Clocks, Alu- 

'"" Pen & Pencil sets (sent postage paid). 

Dash Commissions. Big catalog lists 

any other personal and household premiums. So don ' t 

delay getting what you want. HAIL COUPON now I 

BICYCLES (boys—girls). Coaster Wagons (sent 

express charges collect). Flashlights, School 

Boxes (sent postage paid). Easy fun to get 'em. | 

no money now. We send art pictures, salva, 



GIVEN 

MAIL 

f 

COUPON 
TOD, y 



Pe pt. C -108, Tyrone, 

FwilsonChemlHlCew DepK C-108, 'tyre: 



MAIL THIS COUPON 

SEND NO MONEY NOW 

WE TRUST YOU 





" 


IWn '—• sui. 


tsa^l 1 1 1 1 -1 1 1 1 II 11 1 












fiBt 












































screen light 




r lf; .i-„., 


:v; 


d MORE— riRhe'on th 


i | 


' 


JH 


noug'hViS 3." 


tepl.ee.ble b 
complete with 


: r 



. . . Bi XVI FIRST IN YOUR CROWD TO HAVC THIS WONDF.RFUL 
NEW TELEVISION BANK! s end no money! ord er tours . t .°. d * t . ! . 




SEACEE CO., : »m- St.. bi»i.}vif h» nrt 2. «.Y. 



PLA Y PIANO ths FIRST DA Y. . 

OR DON'T PAY! 



s , sYour Chan«e p JO iAR! 



I'M CERTAINLY MISSING A LOT 

m. ANP PATES. TOO. 

IF ''«MM^^ 

THE PIM 

BETTY P~0E 
'WONPER HOW SHE 
LEARNED SO FAST? 
I'LL ASK HER THE 
FIRST CHANCE 1 6ET. 




New, Patmed AUTOMATIC CHORD SELECTOR Guides Your Fingers 

V7"ou, too, can play piano with BOTH 



NO SCALES! 

NO EXERCISES! 

YOU PLAY INSTANTLY! 



) 




Fantastically PIE W! 
AntMinglyTRU^T 




